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58 On the much lamented Death of Mr. W-— T-—r, an Attorne 


bee 


PA 4 


„ 


by 


who departcd this Lite on Saturday the 1 fl. of October, 1726. 


Or Bawd, or Buteher of the Town, 
Nor Thief, not Raſchal of Renown ; 
But ſometimes Living, ſometimes Dead, 
Tneir Elegy's are ſung or faid: ; 
And Ballad-makers for {mall Fees, 
Do ſing their Funeral Obſ2ques. 

Then ſure it never ſhall be ſaid, 
That Bleſſed Billy T-——'s Dead ; 


| Nay, which is worſe; and that he dy'd, 


And no One either Laugh'd or Cry'd! 
That were Unjuſt: And faith I know, 
Some have juſt Cauſe for Grief and Woe. 
Avery STONE, itſelf appears, 


And ſpeaks, and owns this Truth with Tears. 


Some Lawyers too, muſt be content, 
With numerous Or phants to lament 3 
Orp hants, for lois of their Eſtates, 
Lawyers for pay ment ot his Debts; 
So what with ſuffering on that ſcore, 


And Love they to his Perſon bore, 


They fret, they grieve, they wail and moan, 


But all in vain, Dear BI LLY's gone. 


And many more there are, dear Honey, 
Who've loſt their Labour and their Money, 
He ſtill at Law wou'd keep them Tight, 
From him none could obtain their Right; 
SO in concluſion, all their Gains, 


Was Money loſs, their Labour and their Pains, 


Except the Pleaſure of the Mind, 

Which Cliants in Long Cauſes find: 

For Will he carried off the Gold, 

And gave his Chaps the Bag to hold. 

He's gore however to his Place, 

With how much AHonour, how much Grace, 


And what Character left behind, 

Let ſuch as know him ſpeak their Mind. 
Death, an Execution granted, 

And two ftrong Bums in private planted, 
The one call'd Jaundice, the other Dropſy, 
Which turn'd poor Billy tur wy topy ; 

And (like true Catchpoles) whom they ſeize, 
They do ſo cruelly Plague, and Teaze, 
Poor Caitiff's do, ev'n Death invoke, 


To come and ſtrike the fatal ſtroke. 


Bur Billy, fora CROCUS cry'd 
And much upon his Skill rely'd ; 


INCE its a Faſhion grown ſo Common, 
That not a Whore, or Huckfler Woman, 


He came, and due Attendance gave, 
Whilſt any Coin was to receive; 
But {till as Patients Purſe grew Lank, _ 
The Doctor grows more juſt and frank, 
And after draining Purſe and Blood, 
Tell Truth; That he could do no Good. 
And CROCUS herein did no more, 
Than WILL himſelf had heretofore, 
Done to his Cliants o'er and o'er, 
Now Death perform'd the Gracious Act, 
And eruſs'd him up upon his Back, 
To ſer him ſate on Stygian Shore, 
Since Friends and Fortune are no more, 
As Naked to the World he came, 
So very Poor he left the fame. 

Wat ſignifies how Mortals die, 
Or when, or where indeed ? For why, 
4 her's little, very little here, | 
That's worth a Wiſh, or worth a Tear; 
Then he's the Wiſeſt Man, you'l ſay, 
That makes the beſt on't, whilſt he may. 
And ſince that Life is but a Span, 
Lives well ; that's HAPPY! As he can, 
Avoids all Cauſe of Grief and Pain, 
And Pleaſure ſeeks, with Might and Main, 
The Fb in all Things gratifies, 
In theſe Reſpects, Dear Will was Wiſe, 
Nor any Man of his Degree, 
In Britain, better liv'd, than He; 


i 


A Decenter Apparel wore, 


Or kept a better Horſe or N... ro, 


Or Company of any kind, 


Which beſt were ſuited to his Mind; 
And all, (as julily he might boaſt, ) 
Was ſtill at other People's Colt: 7 
With Feaſting he made many Friends, 
Which heip't to carry on his Ende, 
Againſt all Equity and Right, EE 
By Fand, by Faſſbood, Oaths, and Might, 
But when, his Goodly Crony's found, 
His Fortune wrack'd, and run aground, 
They all abandon'd him together, 

As Fls abſcond in Froſty Weather. 

So he in Dudgeon, went away, 


To take a Nap till 3 5 
ankind 


Nor cares one Farthii.g, what all 


ſay. 


The EPI T AP H. 


Luder this Stone, hath Death, that cruel Goaler, 5 11 5g 
Lodg d the Body and Bones, of Honeſt Will 7 r. 
That he was a True Friend, and Attorney Upright, 


M 


ro can bear Wimeſs, and S—o0n W— tte, 


It's certain he's gane] But now how he Fures; 

1 believe no Man Knows, and am ſure, no One Cares. 
But if he's Rewarded, as was his Demerits, 
Libra nos Domine, from what he Inherits. 
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